(In a far fairer print) but read the same;
She, she not satisfy'd with all this weight,
(For so much knowledge as would over-freight
Another did but ballast her) is gone
As well t'enjoy as great perfection,
And calls us after her, in that she took
(Taking herself) our best and worthiest book.
Return not, my Soul! from this ectasy
And meditation of what thou shalt be
To earthly thoughts, till it to thee appear
With whom thy conversation must be there.
With whom wilt thou converse ? What station
Canst thou choose out free from infection,
That will not give thee theirs, nor drink in thine ?
Shalt thou not find a spungy slack divine
Drink and suck in th* instructions of great men,
And for the word of God vent them again ?
Are there not some courts (and then no things be
So like as courts) which in this let us see
That wits and tongues of libellers are weak,
Because they do more ill than these can speak ?
The poison's gone through all; poisons affect
Chiefly the chiefest parts; but some effect
In nails, and hairs, yea, excrements, will show: